THERE   IS   A   LULL                          2IQ

After the negress had gone, flashing the teeth of her smile
and catching up her loose white cotton-dress, Cleopatra
turned over and let the girls massage her face and breasts
with the milk, It was an experiment she was trying out;
she had noticed the negress yesterday and had the idea as
she lay thinking before sleep.

The sensation was soothing, and she drowsed.

Images passed across her mind, quick as birds, merging
like foam-crests. Her odious young brother whom she had
married seven years ago; his intolerable efforts to show off,
to be manly. He was only ten; and she had taken charge
of things, successfully, till he felt himself fully grown-up,
three years later. He'd tried to assert himself, and the final
break had come. Miserable days. Court intrigues; plotting
eunuchs, waddling slightly and always wanting to touch one
as they talked; brawls in the streets of Alexandria; corpses
washed up on the water-front of her garden with fishes
nibbling at them; her flight from Egypt; the days when
she was all alone gathering an army of Arabs to win back her
throne; and then Caesar. They had said little, and yet his
embraces had brought her mind to maturity, as if his thoughts
invaded her with his touch; and she had discovered her needs.
She saw the whole world; with a unifying glance she saw its
war-riven coasts, the huge tides of barbarian forces for ever
surging in, for ever menacing the few centres of civilisation.
She saw Caesar as the binding-element, the new dispensa-
tion of power become law, widening the boundaries of
empire, bringing in more and more barbarous tribes under
the rule of order. Rome she respected; but she was Greek,
and her world was the world created by Alexander, in which
fear of the eastern races- and their culture had been lost.
East and West must mingle; she saw that; she felt that the
role of her family, the Ptolemaioi, the sole remaining dynasty-
born from Alexander's conquests, was to complete what
Alexander had spectacularly begun and what Caesar had
made constructively possible.

Then the plannings for power faded into the warmth of
her body again, and she was content to be a woman rubbed
with milk. Her skin would whiten; her strength would
shine through it as sunlight shining through a lily-petal.